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Allan Hadfeild 


Allan 8. Hadfeild ll.from 
Virginia Beach; senior 
Enslish major and longs 
distance mountaineer. 
Planning an alternative 
survivalist lifestyle, deep 
in the forests of Maine. 


Crabtree Falls, 
forM.R.C. 


On a sunny afternoon we walked up a winding 
trail. 
Following the 
cascading 
flume, we ascended 
cliffs covered by old trees. 
And we stopped midway up 
just to watch the steep 
flow of 
water 
fall. 
Sun’s rays poured through golden water and 
rushed 
down 
the 
mountain past us. 
Sounds of water gushing and bubbling 
as it travled 
down : 
the = 
pitch of the mountain 
was of little significance after a 
tree in the woods, 
across the flow, 
FELL- 
and made a noise, 


Va. 


To Keep From Freezing on the Appalachian Trail 


A poor man hikes at night 

When it’s cold outside. 

Whether lonely or not, the moon shines 
On him, and keeps him warmer than wool. 


He sleeps in the day’s light, 

After the moontide. 

Because cold makes poverty cross nocturnal lines 
He’s seen as a shadow of a man. 


The hiker does what he think’s right 

As he traverses his wilderness home. 
Meeting few people’s curious minds, he 
Carries on begging to be full. 


As Fate Would Have It 


I bit my tounge while gnawing a 
Burnt steak at a filthy restaurant. 
After the waitress spilled hot coffee 
On my lap, she apologized, 

but gave me the bill anyway. 
Later, at the cashier’s desk I was 
Short three dollars sol — 

Ran out the door only to trip on 
Shoelaces and fall on my face. 
When the cops arrived, they’. 
Said I fit the description ofa — 
fugitive murderer. 


No Slippery Slope for You 


Thank you for level floors 

They’re not very much fun, though things stay in place. 
Yet, their condition makes for difficult chores 

Thank you for level floors 

Though walking on them perpetually bores 

If they were angled (in socks) I would race 

Thank you for level floors 

They’re not very much fun; though things stay in place. 


Maybe life would just be insane 

If our floors were all bevelled. 

Of course, gravity would reign 

Maybe life would just be insane 

And it would be difficult for those who use a cane. 

Life would be a funhouse for our kids if our floors were not level 
Maybe life would just be insane 

If our floors were all beveled. 


(Triolet) 


Climbing a Phone Pole 


The phone 

Company- 

In it glory- 

Sent a lumberjack 

Type to work on the line; I 
Know he listens to my calls 
So I put one through to 
His boss. 


Ants Unite 


While we all watch the grass grow: 
As the sun shines and the rains fall, 
Crazy ants crawl over my big toe, 
To ants it’s trees; that grass is tall. 


As the sun shines and the rains fall 

Ants build their castles in the grass. 

Tothem it’s trees, that grass is tall. 

The land is their home; working together they bust ass. 


Ants build their castles in the grass 

Is it a weed or some sacred brother? 

The land is their home; working together they bust ass. 
Ants Unite! They protect their mother. 


Is grass just weeds or some sacred brother? 

The grass saves their homes from washing away 
Ants Unite! They protect their mother. 

They get up with the sun and work all day 


Down there in hallowed grass there’s respect 
Crazy ants crawl over my big toe, 

By their work in the ground they resurrect 
While we all watch the grass grow. 


(Pantoum) 


Mary Wallace 


A transplant from Richmond, 
Va... Mary Wallace’s poetry reflects 
experiences of nature which have 
profoundly affected her. She feels 
that encountering nature helps a 
person put things in perspective 
with his or her own life. It wasn’t 
until she came to St. Andrews in the 
fall of 1994 that she started to flower 
as a poet. Mary is currently a junior 
majoring in Creative Writing and 
minoring in art and Gennan litera- 
ture. She also Diays bagpipes in the 
St. Andrews Pipe Band. 


Sauntering Footman 


A foot set in stone waiting for me - 
Where it is I don’t know. 


Is the footman waiting for me 

In the yellow lighthouse in the sunset? 
He is on the blackened tower gazing into 
Nothingness. 


See the drunken footman making his way 
Out of the mist-ridden tower. 

Sauntering, then running towards me. 
What can I do? My mind has numbed. 


Punch, a jolt. Iam awakened from my sleep 
Drunken meditation closed my brain. 


A Night of Drinking Red Wine and Saying to a Friend 


I’m asucker for red wine. 

In fact I’m a sucker for a lot of things 

but I can’t help it. I enjoy the finer things 
in life. 


Three Days in the Mountians 


Fresh mountain air 

Waterfall running down the side of the hill, 
A small, comfortable house 

Has enclosed me, with the doors unlocked. 


Historic Colonial housing. 

A passenger with a friend going down the road. 

Life has engulfed me with the laughter that once left me. 

Life there uncomplicated, no thought of civilization’s worries. 


Fresh apple cider in a country store 
By the side of the road, on the not-so-close-by way to 
The Buddhist temple. 


Offering made at the temple, attention given. 
Meditation... Art 
A lesson. 


Upon William Butlar Yeats: His Poetry 


I cannot find the exact words to describe such a wonderfull poet. 
He pleases me when I read his work and walk away changed each 
time I see it. 


“The Lake Isle of Innisfree” is one of these examples that gives 
me this splendor. I see images of a beautiful place where all my 
trouble will go away and then some. I hear the sound of an 
artistic, calm lake that takes my breath away lusciously. 


I wish to go see Innisfree, along with her beauty. My home was 
there; the place where I was hurt into my poetry. My heart will 
always remain yonder amid the green grasses. Where else is home 
Besides lovely Erin? 


@ 
Nina Watson 

Nina Watson has a tender, 
gentie heart, one just right for 
writing poetry. She is graduating 
from St Andrews in the spring of 
1997 with a degree in Religious 
Studies and hopes to get a icob 
helping other people by working in 
a non-profit agency such as Habi 
tat for Humanity. Her proudest 
academic achievement came when 
Mel Bringle presented her with her 
Theolocgian’s Union Card, an honor 
bestowed on a select few. 


Grover 


I only wish that you were the monster at the end 
of my book 
Instead, there is a black, scaly creature 
In the form ofa giant question mark 
Waiting to wrap himself around me 
It is uncertainty my monster feeds on 
forcing me to doubt myself 
Every day that passes brings me one page closer to my monster 
his slithey toves threaten to engulf my spirit 
The only escape is to face him head on 
maybe then he will shed his scales 
and instead grow feathers and fur 
slowly becoming a 
Luck dragon. 


Love Letter 


Your words dance across the page 
engage my eyes in a midnight waltz 
A love song sung only to the two of us 
Metronomic heartbeats fuse together, become one 
ONE, two three ONE, two three 


Laughing as we try to keep time 
As we waltz, and so your letter ends. I 
catch my breath 
Longing for your embrace 
I will wait until the next time pen graces page 
And my heart will waltz once again. 


Prayer of a Senior 


Singing out to you in a petitionary cry 

Struggling to hear your voice above the deafening din of 
Day-to-day life 

Lonliness threatens to swallow me whole 

You sent a bit of fluff onto the palm of my hand 
This was your way of comforting me. 

I stared at the fluff in wonder; then it was gone. 

That bit of fluff kept the demons at bay, if only for an 
instant. 

You will love and comfort me, even when times are tough 
I will sing praise throughout my life 

As I do what you have called me to do. 


Sandman 


Sometimes the sandman visits me during the night and 
brings me dreams 

Like the one about meeting my friend on the street and 
expecting to enter a nightclub and instead entering a 
sweet smelling doughnut shop 

He comes in on a whisper, sprinkles his magic and leaves 
me to share what I can remember 

The next day, I share what I can, seeing if I got it 
right, like a midnight game of gossip 

He always gives me something to think about, something to 
make me grow 

Exiting on a giggle, he does one last tap-dance on my 
heart 

I awake refreshed and renewed. 


A Modest Proposal 
Will you marry, marry, marry me? 


More than one life hung in the balance 

As a soldier bent on one knee 
Asking her 

To share her life with his 

Not wanting to fight in the war, yet this wasn’t the only 
reason 

His heart really wasn’t in battle, it was in books 
Teaching other soldiers how to write well 

It was the soldier’s prayer that he was making the right 
choice 

Thirty years and two children later 

He knows it was 

He couldn’t love his family more, be more proud of them 

He never regrets his modest proposal 


Rose Jenkins 


Rose is a junior at St. Andrews 
College, double-maicring in En- 
Slish and Religious studies. She 
was born near the Blue Ridge 
mountains in Virginia and has 
lived in the countryside for most 
of her life. She has always en-= 
joyed writings, art, singing, and 
the naturalworid. 


To the Color Blue 
Written Amoung Pines and Cotton 


This land you left runs lean and brown- 
legged like a laughing girl between cattle, 
as quick as the leaping of pine trees, 
black eyes snapping like swamps 


in the sun. Did you ever think this sun-tough 
land would carry violet hallows 
like tote bags underneath her eyes? 


Out of craving for your kisses, 

or that red sunlight and evergreen sand, writing 
ruddy, tawny sonnets, would seem like lacking suitors, 
as you dashed, casanova, off to court the hills? 


Talone in the Carolina flatland, 
misplaced, 
think wistfully of you. 


I remember cool fingers of mist rising, 
as dawn surprises nighttime 

rivers kissing 

the pure blue breasts of the horizon. 


Penelope 
In response to Tennyson’s “Ulysses” 


There is seeming little profit for the wife 
who waits away her fullest decades, weaving 
and unweaving alone, and all the while weeping, 
creeping at sunrise from her night’s undoing 
of day’s labor into her marraige bed’s unbalance, 
hollowed on one half only by the years of sleep. 
What calumny they heap on Klytemnestra 
who took another lover, yet Odysseus’, 
my husband’s, disapointment isn’t hidden 
that I am not the lustrous bride I was 
before Telemakhos, now man, was born, 
_And I wonder whether she did right, or I? 

Like dried and tasteless fruit, my breasts my husband 
reaches for no more in nighttime reaping, 

and though my coiled hair was gold enough 

to fill a boisterous hall with brawling suitors— 

I know men seek more than wealth as dowry— 
Odysseus sees it grey, as seem it may 

beside the never-fading locks of Kirke 

or Kalypso— oh, as if didn’t know! 

There’s a sweetness swimming in Odysseus’ beard 
the spray of seven traversed seas won’t scour out, 
even if he didn’t bray and all his boasting 

‘mid the brimming wine, of sunny isles 

where goddesses kept /zm, or so he says. 

And now he’ll leave again for new adventure, 

and perhaps for twenty years again, his wife 

will wonder, weeping, if he lives, and where. 

I was bright before, am now subdued; 

I will be bent before he comes again, 

if indeed, I have not in the hero’s bed 

left quietly for Hades, without his kiss 

farewell. 


Ah, the gallant soldier sailed, 
adventured, loved, left, warred and played, 
and I waited for him. He stormed to think 
another might have climbed his bedroom tree 
but reassured, lost interest in it swiftly. 

Now he bids his mariners embark, again to 
brave Poseidon’s jowls, to seek out Paradise, 
and me he mentions not, except to say 

that Iam aged. It little profits women 

to ward away the wooing of rough suitors, 
tend the hearth, and wait like statuary, 

as though to breath were life! 

I have a fancy to leave this place, 
go to where my mother bore me, 
without a word, and live like the hyacyinth 
they called me as a child. Love like my youth’s 
love may never fever me again— 
though such a throng as I have lately had 
of suitors, would seem to say the choice was mine— 
but I shall walk, until Ican no more 
lorded not by hero nor by child, 
at home, beneath the stars and wild cedar. 


Untitled 


The mountains roll over on the horizon like a lover, 
curvaceous underneath thin covers 
as if they would tell you their blue secret 


Snowy Egret 
Whiter than sycamore’s winter 


In the moody green stillness 
Of this drizzled day, 


Wings blizzard from the lake 

And strike it blind, like a disguised 
God crying 

His glory into flesh before 

Some high and half-wit king, 


But they sling 

Easily as a sliver 

Moon into their place 

Beside the vase-shaped body; 

The neck walks 

Composedly as an unwatched nude. 


Shadow of Bare Sycamore 


flings itself on a sidewalk, of all 
places, like hair shaken out to lace, 
catches you like swallowed 


ice from a glass 
of tepid water. The grey-gold concrete’s 
webbed with necks, 


limbs, twisting waists like sculpted Greek 
ideals but freer, squealing 
sprawled particularity like 


frost. I think of Arachne’s lost, 
and how symmetrically her spindly offspring make 
the webs these beds 


of silhouettes better with their Dionysian 
abandon. Maybe the goddess’ hands 
outwove Arachne’s this way, by splicing 
strict form into a trick 
of half-held frenzy. 


imeon Minshew 


Simeon Minshew is a senior 
Creative Writing maior from 
Wichita, Ks. He enjoys 
writing, music, traveling, and 
getting paid. 


Dental Psyche 


Snagged on the snares of youth 

And all I was looking for was truth 
What I found was more 

Than IJ had planned to score 

When I pulled out my last baby tooth 


Ron, His Son, and the Wife 


You took my hand 
hard and asked me 
to pray to your God 


and I thought how 
distant I was, how 
foreign I felt. You closed 


your eyes while I 
opened mine wide, to 
see how far I really was. 


You prayed for your 
son, his cerebral palsy, 
his blank stare. You prayed 


for your cause and 
for mine. I confessed 
I had none and your 


hands relaxed. I looked 
into your wife’s eyes: ¢ 
so deep, so dark, so heavy 


with the pain that 
I was supposed to 
be praying for. She let 


her eyes fall and 
I let my eyes 
close and I saw 


how close I really was. 


Look Closely 


what is your life 

when you realize 
you’ re far from it 

when you look closely 
and see that all you are 
is a mist, a vapor 


my reflection in the lake 
rises off the water like steam 


Ship of Fool 


So alone 
I feel 
Adrift and floating 
On seas so dark 
And unfamiliar 
So alone 
I feel 
Trying to anchor 
On the sliding sifting sand 
Alone 
The metal drags 
Across the ocean floor 
Desperately trying to 
Grab uncertainly trying 
To hold 
Feel 
The rocking 
The incessant sway 
The sliding sifting 
Dissolving dismay 
Of my crying-planks — 
Beginning to give way 


Untitled 


The cosmic blueprint 
left for us to wonder why 
time dissoves our nucleus 


Heather Janow 


Heather Janow is a 
sophomore Creative writing 
major from the great 
metropolis of Amherst, Va. 
She enjoys writings, being 
with children, car rides on 
Piney River, and butter- 
flies. | 


Laundry Mat 


There’s an older woman 

folding some g-string panties 
and Id be willing to bet 

they don’t belong to her, and 
those young children that keep 
calling her mom - the one’s she 
keeps calling down - 

I'd say in real life, 

she’s probably their grandmother. 


And the man a couple of seats over 
just stumbled across the room 

to reach the bathroom - 

if I didn’t know he was piss drunk 

from his wandering eyes, I’d 

probably have thought he was crippled. 
He found his way back shortly, took 
the time to call me 

“sweetheart.” 


My eyes keep turning‘back towards the woman. 
I keep noticing how she handles life. 

I’ll say this - I’ve never seen such a 

perfected technique for folding laundry. 

I mean she treats every fold of cloth 

as if it were a memory, a messenger of thought, 
or a keeper of some moral wisdom 

that will someday be passed on to those 

who remember to notice. 


The Grounds Crew 


gathered the leaves, 
blew them right over the bank, 
down the hill 
and watched them 
twist and tumble into 
the lake, 
float towards the middle 
like dragonflies at rest. 


Grace Gibson 


Grace Evelyn L. Gibson 
enjoys teaching Classes in 
journalism, liturature, and 
poetry (as she has for 
many years at UNC-P and 
St. Andrews). editing, and 
writing poems. St. Andrews 
Press published her fourth 
volume in 1999. 


Riding the Poem’s Wave 


Stride into the surf (its white 
chop may knock you down), struggle 


through insider waves to reach 
rollers just beyond your depth, 


their green walls drawn back above 
your head, undertow pulling— 


feet, knees, torso— pause, then turn, 
leap, throw yourself down before 


the wave topples, breaks. Catch its 
salt power, ride the dolphin, 


borne on its back to the shore. 


Alleluia 


If I could listen as I 

wish, I’d hear beneath the clock 
clanking like a garbage truck’s 
dina distant caroling— 


voices raised singing in tunes 

a child’s thin soprano high 

above dark tenor base chords, bright 
tenor line lifts to harmonize 


with a mellowcontralto 
singing praise against the turn 
of the year and early dark, 

or feel under bagpipe’s wild 


summons the steady drone held 
by a piper’s breath caught 

to make and hold the lonely tone, 
its rousing call for courage. 


Not in Heaven 


A lonely child, living next 
to the church, she learned to bow 
and pray, “Our Father,” a text 


designed to make her see how 
God loved her as her father 
did, but of course she knew 


he loved his wife, her mother, 
more, and she’d try not to see 
his boredom with any other, 


but snaggle-toothed she’d presume 
to bend down his gaze, his whiskey 
breath rising, a sweet-sour fume 


over her balky state key. 
They laughed as the squared concrete 
lurched underfoot like a tree 


in a storm, but they stayed on their feet 
while mother, unsmiling, faced 
away, called, “Lordamercy! Come eat!” 


But they sent the child off, stood to talk, 
his shirtsleeve over his face. 
he let her taste his brown jug’s cork 


and hang, his hand at her waist, 
on the forbidden running board 
until she fell, and he was disgraced. 


Mother groaned, “Forgive him, Lord, 
Isure can’t!” His letters each year 
lay unopened, a yellowing record 


left of his penitent fear 
he’d lost her ‘til Kingdom come, 
the child’s prayer denied for his will to be done. 


South Facing Strand 


Araveled thread drawn 
across the red horizon; 
pelicans head home. 


Tending Toward Content 


In every kind of discontent 
I find much company— TV 
newscasts, daily headlines lament 


disasters everywhere— content 
lies hidden, to be uncovered 
only by digging— takes trowel, 


tongs, or pen — “in silence, cunning 
and exile.” Yet when I’ve dug out 
my toppling hole, it’s company 


I crave, even electronic 
voices, mouthing a raucous roll 
call of politics, greed, sports, war, 


an hourly toll telling old truth: 
don’t claim happiness until you’re 
dead; tend the garden, feed the flame. 


A publication of the Writing of Verse class of 1996. 
St. Andrews College 


